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soldierly figure sank upon its knee and kissed the royal
hand as deferentially as though it were the king who had
made the general. Startled into an unwonted display of
emotion Charles raised him, and embracing him with
genuine fervour called him his father. Both were too
moved for many words. Without more ado, amidst the
shouts of the people and the thunder of the guns from
forts and fleet, the two walked side by side to the royal
coach. There the soldier of fortune took his place with
the King and his brothers; and the Duke of Buckingham
was clever enough, to every one's annoyance, to get posses-
sion of the boot uninvited.

The transports of delight which marked the whole
progress to Canterbury were like a dream to Charles, so
little could he understand it all. His first sensation, when
he had time to realise his position quietly, was one of
disgust at the indecency with which petitions for places
had been showered upon him the moment he landed. It
was impossible to satisfy them all, and the throne before
him bid fair to be a bed of thorns; but far worse was yet
to come. Hardly was he alone when the terrible general
came into his room. Monk was no courtier, and his Court
manners were already exhausted. It was a visit of busi-
ness, and his way of doing business was aggressively direct.
Without any preface or apology he went straight to the
point, and in his blunt rough way told the King he could
not do him, better service than to recommend him
councillors who would be acceptable to the people.
With that he handed in his list of names, Charles
nervously thrust it into his pocket, thanked the general,
and dismissed him. Clarendon was sent for, and together
they read the alarming memorandum, It contained the    Meanwhilej \                           the Cavaliers and Opportunists.    Their last chance was
